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Summary: “Ugh, hi,” Barry said, staring up at the man in the parka. “Hi...” the man said slowly, 
staring at Barry in turn. “Youre not Garcia from the bank robbery task force, are you,” Barry 
said. It wasn’t a question. The man in the parka smirked and leveled a gun at Barry’s chest. “Stay 
cool, kid, and I'll be on my way in no time.” 


Chapter 1. To Catch a Thief 


Barry had gotten the call at five A.M. The alarm was triggered at Central City First, and they 
needed him to come figure out what was stolen. At five A.M. It took him an hour to even find a 
bus that was running. When he’d arrived, there was broken glass everywhere, computers were 
overturned from desks, and the outer security vault door had been hanging wide open. 


Whoever had done it wasn’t an amateur. The cameras were wiped, there were no trace 
footprints, fingerprints, or hairs, and by all accounts, that door should have been impossible to 
crack. 


“Snart,” Joe had growled. “It must be him.” 


“Snar—what?” Barry questioned as he lowered himself to hands and knees to check the floor 
again, just in case he’d missed something. “And why are you here, anyway? There wasn’t a 
homicide.” He paused. “There wasn’t, was there?” 


“Not this time,” Joe acknowledged, grimacing at the sip of bad station coffee he took from a 
white paper cup. “But he’s left some bodies in his path, and this type of gig has got his name all 
over it.” 


“Snarf?” Barry asked in clarification. “Like that freaky thing from Thundercats? ‘Cause dude, 
that would give me unimaginable nightmares.” 


“I have no idea what that means,” Joe said, shaking his head. “Snart, Leonard Snart. Master 
thief, sometimes murderer, all time pain in the ass. For whatever reason, he'll only target marks 
in Central City, refuses to leave. Sounds like he’s got a complex to me.” 


“I would too if my name was Leonard Snart,” Barry muttered, lightly brushing gloved fingers 
over debris. 


Finishing the last of the coffee, Joe crumpled the cup and looked down at Barry, unable to 
prevent a fond smile from settling on his face at the serious expression Barry was wearing. No 
matter what crap he got for being so young and perpetually tardy, the kid knew how to work a 
crime scene better than anyone at the station. 


“I’m going to head back to the station,” Joe sighed, rubbing tiredly at his shoulders. “The 
Captain would prefer to hear that we have nothing than for me to say nothing.” He watched for a 
moment as Barry continued to comb the glass fragments. “Barry, are you listening?” 


“What?” Barry said, jerking his head up. “Oh, yeah, you’re heading back, right? I'll probably stick 
around a little longer, see if I can scrounge anything up.” 


“There’re half a dozen patrol cars outside if you need anything,” Joe said. “Barry, if I know Snart, 
you aren’t going to find anything, so go process what you do have sooner rather than later, got 
it?” 


“Ah, you may know Snart,” Barry grinned, “but Snart doesn’t know me.” 


“Your fat head’s gonna’ get stuck under one of these desks,” Joe laughed. “When Garcia gets 
here, you're leaving. Let the task force handle it.” 


He spent the next two hours digging through every piece of, well, everything he could find, but 
man, Joe wasn’t lying. The Snarf guy was good. 


At the light tap of boots against the marble floor, Barry stood, finding it hard to get his balance 
right after crawling on the floor for so long. He frowned at the approach of the boots, drawing 
his eyes upwards to find a clean-shaven man in a parka meant for much colder weather than 
Central City could dish out. His eyes were covered by designer sunglasses, and his hands in 
tight-fitting, black leather gloves, much like Barry’s own. Though his face was expressionless, 
Barry got the sense that the man wasn’t expecting to find him there. 


“Ugh, hi,” Barry said, staring up at the man in the parka. 
“Hi...” the man said slowly, staring at Barry in turn. 
“You're not Garcia from the bank robbery task force, are you,” Barry said. It wasn’t a question. 


The man in the parka smirked and leveled a gun at Barry’s chest. “Stay cool, kid, and I'll be on 
my way in no time.” 


“Wow,” Barry said. “Wow, you-—so you actually...you tripped the alarm to make it look like you’d 
already robbed the place in order to get it emptied, and then you were going to come back later 
to take you what you actually wanted. The police would be out there looking for you, rather than 
in here, and—” he swallowed, eyeing the gun. “I’m just the lab guy, please don’t shoot me.” 


An imperious eyebrow quirked over his left eye as he considered Barry again, this time 
scrutinizing more than before. “Smart kid.” He gestured with the gun. “Into the vault.” 


“Ugh, I'd actually much prefer to be out here, if you don’t m—” He clamped his mouth shut as the 
man took a step forward, his mouth twisted by a little smirk. 


“Now’s not the time to give me the cold shoulder,” he said. “Aren’t you here to catch me? Well, 
here I am.” He opened his arms at his sides in a mockery of surrender. 


“Umm,” Barry said. “Yeah, see, I’m not really the one who does the catching, in fact I’m really 
bad at the whole running thing, so I-” 


“Cute,” the man’s smirk deepened. 


“Umm,” Barry said, eyeing the gun as the man drew even closer. “Right. Into the vault.” 
Chapter 2. Honey for Flies, Vinegar for Spiders 

Simultaneous cries of “Barry!” and “Bear!” made Barry wince as the curtain around his hospital 
bed was forcefully shoved aside. 

Before he could get a word in and assure them he was fine, he was enveloped by Joe’s large arms 
and Iris’s much smaller ones, both pairs squeezing until all the air had been expelled from his 
lungs. “Guys, little room here,” Barry managed, offering them a small smile when they drew 
back to collectively fuss over him. 

“What the hell happened, Barry?” Joe said sternly, though Barry knew that was just the worry 
manifesting itself in anger. “Garcia said Snart came back to the scene and left you tied up in the 
vault?” 


“Umm,” Barry said. 


“Oh gosh, Barry! What happened to your arms?” Iris fretted, noticing the white poking from 
under the sleeves of his shirt. 


“It’s nothing,” Barry reassured, patting her arm. 


“Doctors don’t generally put bandages on nothing,” Joe frowned. In addition to the bandages, 
Barry was pale and clammy, his forehead covered with a thin sheen of sweat. While he normally 
looked like he hadn’t gotten enough sleep, the dark circles under his eyes seemed to stretch 
further down his face than should be humanly possible. 


“It’s just...it’s just rope burn,” Barry sighed. “Well, actually, if we’re being accurate here, ethernet 
burn.” 


When he’d stepped into the vault, the infamous Leonard Snart had pulled a cable from one of 
the overturned computers. Approaching him from behind, he’d had Barry’s hands bound 
together before Barry even realized what was happening. Bits of glass stuck to the cable poked at 
the insides of his wrists, but otherwise the knot was only tight, not painfully so. 


“I’m flattered that you think I could take you,” Barry muttered darkly, reflexively pulling against 
the cable. 


“I heard that,” Snart said, but he didn’t sound particularly offended. In fact, he seemed 
disturbingly cheerful. “Sit,” he pressed the gun into Barry’s lower back. 


Grudgingly and fearfully, Barry took a few more steps into the vault and sidled over to the wall, 
sliding down until he was sitting back against it. It wasn’t a very impressive vault, that was for 
sure. The security deposit boxes looked noticeably dusty and aged, and only a few piles of bills 
sat in cardboard boxes in the back. Barry hadn’t been able to tell if Snart stole something or if it 
was just normally like that, considering the dust didn’t look like it’d been disturbed. 

“Close your eyes,” Snart said. 

“Wh-why?” Barry asked, narrowing his eyes suspiciously. 

“Because I said so, and I have a gun,” Snart said. 


“Touche,” Barry sighed, complying with the order. 


Again, he wasn’t prepared for the fabric wrapped around his head, darkening his closed lids even 
further. “What are you--” 


“If I really have to answer that question, I begin to wonder how you acquired employment in an 
investigative division.” 


Barry ground his teeth in frustration, trying to calm the hammering of his heart. It was just a 
blindfold, he wasn’t actually in the dark. The vault had its own lights, so even if...even if Snart 
left him in there, it wouldn’t be completely dark. He hoped. “You don’t want me to see what 


you re taking,” Barry guessed. “That must mean it’s either dangerous or belongs to someone 
who’s dangerous, because I doubt you'd care if I saw you steal something simply valuable.” 


“Why are you working as a lab guy? Seems to me you’ve got more brains than the entire 
department put together.” 


“I’m good with evidence, not people,” Barry said, tugging at the cable behind his back. 


“I consider having two brain cells to rub together a great accomplishment in the Central City 
Police Department.” Barry heard movement, the tap of boots, the screech of a box being opened. 


“You just opened a box between 417 and 435,” Barry said. 


There was a pause. He could almost hear Snart thinking out loud, even when he couldn’t see 
him. 


“I have a good memory,” Barry said, “and I was in here earlier. Whatever youre taking, I’ll figure 
it out.” 


“Oh, will you?” Snart said, much closer. He could feel warm breath against his ear as Snart 
crouched next to him. “You aren’t really giving me any incentive not to kill you,” he pointed out. 
“Though you do look rather fetching in this getup, if I do say so myself.” 


Barry swallowed, feeling suddenly very small and very young. “Umm,” he breathed shakily. 


A chuckle and more air hitting his face. “Relax, kid. Even if you do figure out what box I opened, 
I guarantee you what the ledger says it contains will be wrong. It’s owner will also mislead you. 
So I’m not so worried about the investigative adventures of CSI...” Barry felt Snart fish around in 
his pocket and withdraw his lanyard with his department ID. “...Barry Allen. Shame you decided 
to take the wrong path in life. You’d make a great addition to my crew.” 


At the hospital, Barry shook his head to clear himself of the memory before it got to the scary 
part. “Barry?” Joe repeated, trying to get his attention. “Are you sure you're okay?” 


“Yeah,” Barry said immediately. “Yes, I...’m fine. Just a little, you know...” 


“Okay...” Joe said uncertainly. “Well, Iris and I will go take care of your discharge papers. You 
just rest here for a minute, and then we'll head home. You're staying with me tonight.” 


“Thanks,” Barry smiled, a real one this time. He didn’t want to have to go back to his empty 
apartment and just think. 


They left him alone, Iris glancing back at him in concern before the curtain fell back into place. 
He fiddled with the bandages and ignored the sting and ache that every movement caused the 
tender skin of his wrists. Still, the pain was better than sitting there and remembering the dark. 


A doctor pushed the curtain aside and approached his bed, glancing down at a chart in his 
hands. “Barry Allen,” said an all-too-familiar voice. “Just why are you in here? I know for certain 
that I left you in one piece.” 


Barry startled, eyes widening in shock as a latex-encased hand pressed a finger to his lips to keep 
him from crying out in alarm. 


“Barry Allen,” Snart repeated, reading from the chart. “Lacerations, bruises, and abrasions on 
both wrists, severe enough to warrant pain prescription, patient denies need for medication.” He 
considered the information, like he was swirling the taste around in his mouth. “You have to 
imagine my surprise when I heard the call over the wire, Barry Allen being transported to 


Central General. I was sure that I’d done nothing to cause you to warrant a trip.” 


Snart glanced down at the bandages wrapped around Barry’s thin wrists, frowning. “Why did 
you do that to yourself? Now people are going to think I go around abusing kids.” 


“You didn’t exactly leave me with much of an option,” Barry said, hiding his hands behind his 
back self-consciously. 


“I told you Id call for help,” Snart said carefully, tilting his head a fraction. 
“Well excuse me if I was freaked out and didn’t believe you,” Barry ground out. 
“That’s cold, kid.” 


“I don’t care about your feelings,” Barry said bluntly. “You left me there in the--” he cut off, 
pressing his lips together. 


“Oh,” Snart said, smiling. “Is Barry Allen afraid of the dark?” 


“Shut up!” Barry said, cheeks reddening. “Joe will be back any minute, and then youre going to 
get caught!” 


Snart shrugged. “No prison’s been able to hold me, yet.” He set the chart down on the edge of the 
bed and crossed his arms over his chest. “This is a problem, though. No protege of mine can be 


afraid of the dark.” 


“Wh-wh-what...no...what?” 


Chapter 3. Green Is Not An Acceptable Color 


Barry shuffled tiredly into his apartment, eyelids already drooping in preparation for sleep. 
While it had admittedly felt pretty awesome to have helped the vigilante he’d heard so much 
about, he was disappointed that, yet again, there was nothing new to add to his parents’ case file. 


All those years ago, and he still couldn’t get the image of that man in the dark out of his head. 
With the break-ins in Starling, he figured there may be a one in a million chance they were 
related. Well, at least he had a few new friends to show for it. 


He pulled a bottle of water from his fridge, drinking greedily before a mild cough from behind 
him made him choke, the bottle slipping from his fingers. “We really need to work on your 
observational skills,” Snart commented, eyeing Barry as he took several hacking breaths. “You 
never know who could break in here.” 


“No one but you would want to, you stalker!” Barry growled, pushing past the intruder to 
retrieve his phone from the bags he dropped at the door. “By the time I finish dialing the police, 
I expect you to be out of here.” 


“That’s no fun,” Leonard said mildly, dangling Barry’s phone in his left hand. 


“Tell me honestly,” Barry said, “are you bored, or something? There’s nothing better you could 
be doing than busting into my apartment?” 


“Would you rather I be robbing banks?” Snart questioned, eyebrows lifting. “Because I do have a 
beautiful job lined up--” 


“For fuck’s sake!” Barry cracked. “You're at my coffee shop, you’re at my crime scenes, you're at 
my grocery store--have you ever heard of boundaries!? Even if this is some weird criminal thing, 
you aren’t required to be such a completionist!” 


“I have, in fact, heard of this thing called boundaries,” Snart smirked. “Otherwise I’d have tailed 
you out of town, too.” He turned and stepped into Barry’s living room, settling on Barry’s old 
couch and looking up at him expectantly. “Barry Allen,” he said, “when there’s something I’m 
interested in, whether it be a jewel or a dog or a person, I make it my business to know 
everything there is to know about them. It’s how I’ve survived this long. The day I don’t do my 
research will be the day that hell freezes over.” 


“You could always just ask me!” 


Snart frowned, his gaze flickering briefly to the floor. Like he had never considered “asking” to 
be an option. “And would you have answered?” he quickly recovered, settling his hands behind 
his shaved head. 


“I haven’t given you up to Joe yet, have I?” Barry said pointedly. “And as long as you don’t kill 
anyone, I won’t.” 


“Yeah, this whole ‘not killing’ thing is a little too Batman for my tastes. Can’t we raise it to ‘not 
killing more than one’ so I have a little more room to work with? And really, this won’t do 
anything good for your future rogue credibility.” 

“No!” Barry cried, frustration boiling over. “Look, I don’t know where you got this idea in your 
head, but you can forget it!” Barry said, glaring as Snart propped his feet on the coffee table. “I’m 
not just going to drop everything and learn how to be evil from you! I have a life, you know! I’m 
one of the good guys!” 

“Oh, but you'll drop everything to go help Oliver Queen in Starling City?” 


“What? Those aren’t even relat--” Barry froze, head tilting as he considered the man’s words. 
“Were you jealous?” 


“Of what? That idiotic playboy?” 

“Oliver Queen is good looking, rich, and smart,” Barry said nonchalantly, barely suppressing a 
grin over finally having something to hold over the ego of this menace. “You know, the whole 
package. He even offered me a job in Starling, if I wanted one. Said he could always use my 
technical expertise. It’s nice to be appreciated.” Okay, so he was totally lying, but the look on 
Snart’s face made everything worth it. Felicity would probably give him a job if he was desperate. 
“So am I,” Snart insisted, affronted. 

“Oliver was really great, I mean he gave me a personal tour, and everything.” 

“Tl bet he did,” Snart muttered. 

“His labs are probably the best I’ve ever seen.” 

“Oh, so it’s his labs yow’re interested in, is it?” 

“Snart, you really need to find another hobby besides me, you’re driving me crazy,” Barry sighed. 


The contradictions inherent within the creature Leonard Snart were giving him a massive 
headache. The man was a genius, murderous, clever, but also childish to the point of 


ridiculousness. “Don’t worry, I won’t be eloping with Oliver any time soon. But if you keep 
following me, I’ll run. I need some space, man.” 


“I thought you were bad at running,” Snart said. Barry couldn’t believe that Leonard Snart was 
pouting in his living room. 


“I thought you were cool. Disillusionment is a painful part of life.” 


Chapter 4. Flesh Wounds 


It hadn’t been a good day. 


Joe was on edge and angry because half of an important box of evidence had been lost between a 
crime scene and the lab. Eddie kept side-eyeing him like he suspected Barry was guilty of 
something. And Iris wouldn’t leave him alone about Leonard Snart, going on and on about 
coded messages the man was leaving behind at his recent string of larcenies. 


Barry groaned and let his head fall to smack against his desk, the buzzing of his machines and 
the hum of the computer fan providing at least a fraction of relief from the stress. He had 
evidence from two murders, three rapes, and one aggravated assault backed up already, and the 
cases kept piling in. Maybe because the weather was getting warmer, people were losing it lately. 


He raised his head and began to rub at his neck before spotting a figure lurking in front of his 
lab. “Can I...help you?” Barry asked, pushing up to stand from his rolling chair. 


“I need the rest of the evidence from the Malfor case,” the man said, flashing the badge clipped 
to his hip. 


“What for?” Barry wondered. Everyone asked him what the results were, but no one but the DA’s 
office had ever asked to take back already-submitted evidence. 


“You don’t need to worry about that, kid,” the man said gruffly. 


“I think I do,” Barry said, drawing himself up to his full height. “Nothing gets taken out of this 
lab without my say-so.” 


“Just tell me where it is!” the man growled, this time intentionally uncovering his holstered gun 
and flicking the snap open. 


Barry’s mouth went dry as he racked his brain for information. Malfor. Drugs. Fingerprints. 
Blood spatter. Still processing. Missing box. “You know I can’t let you take it,” Barry said slowly, 
hand inching towards his phone. 


“Hey!” the man said, approaching him and grabbing a handful of his shirt. “You tell me where it 
is or this'll get real ugly, real fast!” 


“Dude, are you sure you've thought this through all the way? You know you can’t steal evidence 
from the middle of a police station, right?” 


The man apparently thought that he could steal evidence from the middle of a police station, 
because Barry’s eye was suddenly pulsing with stabbing pain as the momentum of a well-placed 
punch sent him sprawling into his evidence board. “Where the fuck is it?!” 

“Barry, could I talk to you about som--” Eddie began, pausing as he took in the sight of Barry 
bent double at the board and the intruder’s hand on his gun. Barry had no idea Eddie could 
move that fast, but before he could blink (metaphorically, because his eye was beginning to swell 
and he wasn’t sure if he could blink), the aggressive detective was on the floor with Eddie’s cuffs 
around his wrists. “Barry, you okay?” 

“Think so,” Barry frowned, poking at the tender skin around his eye socket. 

“Call Joe,” Eddie said curtly, his knee digging into the man’s back harder than strictly necessary. 
“Tl kill you for this!” the man struggled, but failed to wriggle his way out of Eddie’s hold. 

It hadn’t been a good day, but at least they’d closed the Malfor case, as apparently a Vice 
detective had gotten himself too involved with one of the cartels. Barry’d almost felt bad for the 
guy as a furious Joe had dragged him to booking, but when his eye flared with a huge ache, he 
got over it quickly. 


“Did you want to talk to me about something?” Barry asked Eddie, noting the way the blond 
man seemed to tense up at the prospect. “Are you okay? You seem...off....today.” 


Eddie hesitated, running a hand through his perfectly ruffled hair. “...No, it’s nothing, Barry,” he 
smiled, shaking his head. “Joe’ll be here for a while. Do you need a lift home?” 


“Oh,” Barry said, considering. “Yeah, that’d be great, Eddie.” 
It hadn’t been a good day. 


“Snart.” 
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“Yes, Barry?” 

“Why is there an unconscious man bleeding all over my couch.” 

“Why do you have a black eye?” 

“You first,” Barry ground out, watching the red seep deeper into his upholstery. 


“Mick and I had a disagreement about a security guard, so I put him to sleep for a while. He 
needed a nice, quiet place to rest.” 


“So take him to your secret lair, or something! Not here! What the heck am I supposed to do 
about him?” 


“Nothing,” Snart shrugged. “It’s not fatal, and he has an extraordinarily hard head. And your 
place was closer than my lair.” He stood from his seat on the arm of Barry’s couch and 
approached, reaching out and up to ghost his fingers over Barry’s eye. Barry couldn’t help but 
whimper at the slight contact. Though he’d iced it earlier, it still hurt like hell. “Who did this to 
you? Blondie?” 


“What?” Barry asked, confused. 
“The guy who dropped you off.” 


“Wha--no, that’s Eddie! Eddie’s...He’s Joe’s partner! And, wait, how did you...” he eyed 
Leonard’s parka, “...you totally have a pair of binoculars in there, don’t you.” 


“That’s beside the point,” Leonard said stiffly. “You still haven’t answered my question, Barry 
Allen.” 


Barry sighed, brushing past to retrieve a few aspirin from his cramped bathroom. Once he’d 
chewed them, not bothering with water, he returned to face Leonard, who was staring at him 
like he could see straight through him. 


“I don’t get why you're more worried about a black eye than a possible cranial hemorrhage.” 


“I don’t care about his head. I need his muscle, not his brain,” Snart shrugged. “I need your 
head. And your face is much prettier when it’s not swollen.” 


“T...” Barry swallowed. “I’m going to bed. You better clean that up before you leave,” he jerked 
his head to the bloodstains. 
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“Just tell me one thing,” Snart said, voice growing deadly serious. “Whoever did that to your 
face, are they taken care of?” 


“Yeah,” Barry said. 


“Then we'll be gone by morning.” 


Chapter 5. While Some Things Are Flammable, Others Are Not 


Barry sighed and stared up at his bedroom ceiling, his old bedroom ceiling, wondering whether 
or not taking a vacation to Starling City would be enough to maintain his sanity. 


Of all the people in Central City to be forcibly ripping ATMs out of stores with their Hummers, it 
had to be Tony Woodward. 


Barry had been with Joe when they’d heard the call on the radio, and before he knew it they 
were racing downtown in pursuit. A few cruisers had managed to corner the Hummer and were 
demanding the man inside step out of his vehicle. Instead of listening, he’d rammed straight 
through the cruiser barrier, but soon lost control, crashing into an industrial fence. When Joe 
had gotten out of their car to confront him, Tony somehow managed, even injured, to barrel his 
way past, knocking Joe flat. 


Barry didn’t have much of a choice but to get out and try to at least slow him down after calling 
for backup. It had worked about as well as it had when they were in elementary school. Except 


much worse and with a lot more pain. 


Maybe even the worst part was that Tony had recognized him immediately, just as he had Tony, 
sending a cold shiver down his spine. 


“Well, well, well,” Tony smirked, cracking his knuckles as blood dripped from a slice across his 
cheek. “If it isn’t Barry Allen. Have your balls dropped yet, or what?” 


“L-listen,” Barry swallowed. “I don’t know why you're doing this, Tony, but if you turn yourself 
in, I can talk to the DA about getting you a good deal.” 


“I don’t want a fucking deal,” Tony snarled, fingers curling into fists and biceps stretching thin 
fabric of his shirt. “I want my fucking money, but you ruined that!” 


“Tony,” Barry said in warning, scrambling back as Tony approached, but he was too slow to lock 
the doors as he climbed into the car. Tony wrenched the door open and pulled him out by the 
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leg, throwing him onto the asphalt of the road. “Tony, please--” Barry grunted, but the leg was 
already pulling back to slam into his stomach, boot catching him right at his left kidney. 


“You think I wanted my life to turn out this way, huh?” Tony menaced, kicking Barry again and 
again. It hurt more than anything Barry had felt in recent memory, and he knew at least one of 
his ribs would be fractured, if not completely broken. “Perfect Barry Allen and his stupid fucking 
perfect family,” Tony continued. “Do you think I had it as easy as you? I wish my fucking parents 


were in the ground with yours.” 


Barry felt blood pooling in his mouth as he tried to cough in a breath, his heart racing and his 
mind fuzzy. Blood in mouth. Internal bleeding? Not good. 


Finally, when Barry thought he’d worn himself out, he pulled Barry up with handfuls of his shirt. 
“Do you want to join them, Allen?” 


“Tony!” Joe yelled. 

Finally, Barry thought, his eyes fluttering shut as his vision began to spot. 

“Let him go, Tony!” 

“Or what?” Tony grinned. “You'll shoot an unarmed man?” 

“Yeah, I will,” Joe said, leaving no doubt in anyone’s mind that he would pull the trigger. 


After a moment when Barry could see Tony weighing his options, he grunted as he was thrown 
to the ground while Tony jumped into Joe’s car, peeling away as fast as mechanically possible. 


All Barry remembered were Joe’s hands combing through his hair, the pain, and begging him to 
stay awake as they waited for an ambulance. 


The hospital was a blur, his head feeling floaty once Joe’d convinced the doctors to give him 
something for the pain immediately. Maybe that was why he’d taken the news of the demise of 
his apartment so well. 


“Well, buddy, looks like you'll be staying with me for a while,” Joe sighed, patting his shoulder as 
the news continued to repeat footage of his apartment building burning to the ground. “Your 
bad luck is almost impressive, Bear.” 


Barry smiled blearily, trying to move and breath as little as possible. “Don’t tell Iris,” he slurred. 


“Mama...Bear...” he winced. Three fractured ribs. Was it only three? Felt like a lot more than 
that. At least thirteen. 
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Joe snorted, continuing to hold his hand. “You got that right. But looks to me like you'll need as 
much TLC as possible.” 


“Your car...” Barry remembered fuzzily. 


“Hey,” Joe said gently. “Don’t you worry about anything, okay? You concentrate on feeling 
better. Captain Singh’s got Eddie and everyone else in the whole department on this.” 


The next thing Barry remembered was waking up in his old room, propped against his 
headboard with pillows.Thinking about leaving. The medicine they gave him must have been 
fantastic. But it was starting to wear off. He could barely reach his bedside lamp, but he pushed 
himself to flick it on, almost out of breath at even that small showing of effort. 


He stared uncomprehendingly as his window was jimmied open from the outside. A figure 
dressed head to toe in black shimmied through the opening, quickly turning to face Barry with a 
critical eye. “Tell me, Barry, are you a masochist?” 


Barry groaned at the sight of Leonard Snart, feeling a sudden urge to smother himself with one 
of the pillows. 


“Is that a yes?” 


Barry opened his mouth to respond, but all that came out was a rattling cough that caused pain 
to erupt like a volcano from his chest. Tears pooled in his eyes as he tried to get the cough under 
control. 


“Barry?” Joe called from the hallway, rushing into his room with a glass of water. “Here,” he 
helped Barry take a few sips. “I’d give you more meds, but you need to eat first...” He sighed, 
smoothing a hand over Barry’s sweaty hair. “Will you be okay for ten minutes while I make 
soup?” 


Barry nodded, not trusting himself to speak. If he was being honest, it was nice to have Joe take 
care of him, like he did when he was little. As soon as Joe left, Snart stepped out from his closet, 
eyeing the closed door. 

“What, you aren’t going to introduce me to dad?” 

Barry thought that something seemed different about him. He wasn’t as cool and composed as 
he normally was. In fact, he looked a little on edge. His face was smeared with dirt, and droplets 


of sweat ran down his pale neck. No, not dirt. The smell was... 


“You set my apartment on fire, didn’t you.” 
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“Only technically.” Snart approached his bed and sat down at the foot, frowning at how 
disconnected and worn out Barry seemed. “A rather angry young man broke down the door, and 
Mick doesn’t like surprises.” 


“Hmm?” Barry wondered blearily. “Someone broke in...other than you?” 


“Yes, he seemed determined to wait for you to get back so he could enact some kind of poorly 
thought-out revenge scheme. Well, it doesn’t really matter anymore.” 


“You...you didn’t kill him...” Barry frowned. 


“No, I did not,” Snart said, seemingly affronted. “I went against my better nature and dumped 
him at the police station. Maybe with a few extra third degree burns than necessary. But alive.” 


“You're great,” Barry muttered sleepily. “I mean...that’s great...that’s...” 


Snart smiled in what Barry could have sworn was fondness. “I brought something for you,” Snart 
said, reaching into a pocket and setting something on Barry’s nightstand. 


Barry glanced at it. “A...penny?” he said hesitantly, eyeing the dull coin. 

Snart looked outright offended. “No, not a penny. That is a Liberty Cap Half Cent.” 
“Thanks?” Barry said. 

“Low head, from 1797,” Snart continued. “You could easily get a hundred grand for that.” 
“A hundred...” Barry said dully, “...a hundred thousand dollars?!” 


“It’s one of the few things I own that I didn’t steal. Consider it repayment for destroying your 
things.” 


“Ah,” Barry said, dazed. 


“And make sure to invest in a better apartment, I’m tired of hearing everything your neighbors 
are doing,” Leonard said, heading back towards the window. 


“No,” Barry said. 
Snart paused, looking at him over his shoulder. “No what?” 


“I’m not a masochist,” Barry said, rubbing a hand lightly over his ribs. 
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“Duly noted,” Snart grinned. “T’ll be back tomorrow with Monopoly.” 


Chapter 6. Exit, Pursued By A Bear 


Barry sighed and readjusted his head where it rested in the cradle of his arms on the hard steel 
table. 


His skin felt clammy and cold, the A.C. blasting to intentionally make the room uncomfortable, 
paired with the wobbly chair and the uncomfortable glare of the lights overhead. If he was a real 
suspect, he might have been tempted to break just to get out of there, so he guessed their setup 
was working. 


He was sure Joe didn’t know about this, because Joe would never have let them drag Barry into 
an interrogation room, even if there was evidence that he’d done something wrong. Which Barry 
was pretty sure there wasn’t, because he hadn’t. Except for the one thing. 


His ribs were still recovering from having the shit kicked out of them by Tony, and he hadn’t had 
time to take his next pain pill before he was pushed into the room on his way out for the day. It 
felt like he’d been sitting there for hours, but he knew it was probably closer to just one, the pain 
creeping in slowly with the boredom. A detective he hadn’t recognized had made sure to have 


him hand over his phone, which he’d done under protest. 


He groaned, not caring about who may have been watching on the other side of the two-way 
mirror, as he re-adjusted his hunch in the chair. 


The door opened, and Barry sat up quickly, wincing at the movement. “Barry Allen?” the man 
questioned, slapping a thick manila folder on the table in front of him. 


“That’s me,” Barry said wryly. “But are you sure you've got the right guy? You do know I work for 
you, right? The...the police department? Right upstairs? Ringing any bells?” 


“Tell me, Mr. Allen,” the detective said, sitting down across the table and flipping through the 
folder. “How long have you and Leonard Snart been working together?” 


Barry let out a strangled sound, rocking back in the chair. “How long have—what?” 
“How long have you and Leonard Snart—“ 


“Yeah, no, I heard the question,” Barry interrupted. “But given that it’s a ridiculous question, I 
don’t even know how to answer it.” 
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The man pushed the folder across the table. “Then explain these.” 

Barry looked down, feeling bewildered. There were several full-page pictures in the folder, 
depicting a series of numbers, a few glyphs he didn’t recognize, and repeated images of a lighting 
bolt against dark painted wall backdrops. “A...really bad graffiti artist?” Barry said helplessly. “I 
don’t know, is Banksy in town?” 

The detective slammed his fist on the table, causing Barry to jump, his hand immediately 
moving to clutch at his side. “We finally managed to crack the code that Snart has been leaving 
behind at all of his robberies. And do you know what it said?” 


“Haha I win?” Barry offered, eyes flicking back to the images. 


“Barry. Allen,” he enunciated, withdrawing a code sheet and sliding it to Barry. “You might as 
well just admit that you’ve been helping him, Allen.” 


“Why the hell would I help Leonard Snart leave my own name behind at crime scenes?” Barry 
asked. 


“You know what I think, Allen?” he said, leaning into Barry’s personal space. “I think that’s how 
you get your rocks off, mocking the police right under their noses. Think you’re too smart for 
them? That you're too good for Central City PD, huh?” 

“I don’t think that,” Barry protested. “I’d never do anything to hurt anyone in this building!” 
“But I bet you love making fools out of them,” the detective said. 

“I want to talk to Joe,” Barry said lowly, feeling ambushed. 

“I bet you do,” he scoffed. “What, has he been covering for you the whole time?” 


“Joe is a great detective!” Barry said indignantly. “He would never—“ 


“What, cover up for his bumbling foster son? Everyone knows that he’d do that and more for 
you, Allen.” 


“I didn’t do anything!” Barry yelled, breaking into a coughing fit as the pain in his ribs stole the 
air from his lungs. “Shit,” he muttered, fingernails digging into skin as he tried to get his body to 
return to normal. He really needed that pain pill. “I don’t know why my name’s there,” he hissed. 
He was going to murder Leonard Snart. 
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The door sprang open again, and a harried looking Eddie hurried in, hand settling on the 
shoulder of the detective questioning Barry. “That’s enough, he’s in pain,” Eddie said, gaze 
moving worriedly over Barry’s hunched body. “Barry, are you okay?” 


“And you think all those guards Snart took out weren’t?” the other detective growled. 


“Eddie, I didn’t do anything,” Barry said, looking up at him through eyes hazy with pain. “I 
swear.” 


“I believe you, Barry,” Eddie nodded, moving to Barry’s side and crouching down next to his 
chair. “Can you move?” 


“We're not done here!” the other detective commanded. 

“Yes, we are,” Eddie said darkly. “I can’t believe I let you talk me into this! Barry has done 
nothing but help the department and sacrifice his own time and health to be here! He has just as 
much heart as any man with a badge, and youre going to sit there and accuse him of helping the 


thief who tied him up and left him in a bank vault? Do you know how crazy that sounds?” 


Barry blanched. He wasn’t technically helping Leonard do anything, but he still felt a spike of 
guilt as Eddie defended him. 


“Then explain the messages!” the detective demanded. 
“It’s obvious that he’s messing with you!” Eddie fired back, helping Barry stand and gingerly 
supporting by holding onto his elbow. “Barry’s the only one who’s ever even gotten close to him! 


Maybe, to him, he’s bragging!” 


“Hold on!” the other detective said, wrenching Barry’s other arm, causing him to gasp in pain as 
he was caught between the two men. 


“You touch my son again and Ill make sure you never touch anything else with that hand,” Joe 
promised, moving from the doorway to shove the detective in the chest and away from Barry. 


“Barry, what do you need?” he asked, worriedly, putting an arm around Barry’s shoulders. 


“Pain pill,” Barry panted. “There...the bottle’s in my bag,” he panted, wrapping his arms around 
his middle and slumping into Joe’s side. 


“Eddie,” Joe commanded, jerking his head to the door. 
“You have no right to interfere with this investigation!” the detective growled. 


“Oh yeah?” Joe challenged. “Does Singh know about your little witch hunt?” 
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The detective was silent, glowering at Joe. 


“That’s what I thought,” Joe said. “Now why don’t you do your job and track down Snart. That is, 
if you still have one after I’m through with you.” 


“Here!” Eddie said, rushing in with a paper cup of water and Barry’s orange prescription bottle. 
Popping the top off with some difficulty, he withdrew one white pill and pressed it into Barry’s 
sweaty hand. 

Barry shoved the pill into his mouth and accepted the water, gulping it down gratefully. 


“How long until it works?” Eddie asked nervously. 


“Half an hour,” Joe answered so Barry wouldn’t have to. “C’mon, Barry, let’s get you out of here. 
You eaten anything today?” 


Barry shook his head guiltily. He’d planned on it before... “I kinda got caught up,” he said 
jokingly. 


“Barry, I...’m sorry, I—“ Eddie tried. 
“Not now,” Joe cut him off, brushing past him angrily while helping Barry through the door. 
Barry sighed, glad that he had a little pain relief to look forward to. 


And a murder to plan. 


Chapter 7. Corpus Delicti 


Barry almost felt bad at the wounded expression that crossed Snart’s face the moment Barry’s 


pillow made contact with the side of his head. 


Almost. 


He'd been waiting for this moment for a week. For the perfect moment that Leonard Snart 
would dare to step through his window and face his own mortality. 


The rage pretty much drowned out everything except the desire to perform significant but not 
irreparable violence against every part of Leonard he could get his hands on. “What is wrong 
with you?” Barry questioned, raising his pillow to knock into Leonard once again, causing the 
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older man to stumble back a few steps to brace himself on Barry’s window casing. “How could 
you do that to me?” he panted, ribs twinging with pain but worth the effort. 


Leonard’s hand darted out to wrap around his wrist, preventing him from lifting the pillow 
again, eyebrows drawing together in confusion. “Stop that, you’re going to hurt yourself. And 
would you mind explaining the charges before you become the judge, jury, and executioner? 
Habeas corpus still applies in the case of...” he glanced down at the pillow in Barry’s grip, 
“_..pillow fights.” 


“I know you think the police are all idiots, but that doesn’t mean none of them know how to 
Google codebreaking! Or, I don’t know, hire someone who can! Did you really think they 
wouldn’t figure your stupid messages out?” Barry dropped the pillow and pulled his arm from 
Leonard’s grip, moving to sit at the edge of his bed. 


“Messages?” Leonard questioned, kicking the pillow aside. “Trust me, I don’t have much to say 
to the Central City Police Department. They’re such a lukewarm audience. Can’t take jokes.” 


“Then why would you put my name out there? My name, Snart! It’s not like we ever promised 
each other anything, but I thought you lived by some kind of criminal code, or something! So 
why...why would you...” Barry asked, pushing his fingers through his hair. “They’re starting to 
think I having something to do with your—“ 


“Hold on,” Leonard said, tilting his head and raising one finger in the air. “Pretend like I don’t 
know anything and start from the beginning.” 


“Those stupid codes left behind at all your crime scenes!” Barry said, exasperated. “Apparently, 
they all say Barry Allen!” 


“Barry,” Leonard said carefully, brow furrowing. “I promise you, I’ve never left anything behind 
at a crime scene in my life. Well, except you,” he smirked. “Have you not read my file? I feel 
more than a little insulted. I don’t leave things behind, Barry. I only take. Whatever it is that 
youre talking about, I didn’t do it.” He paused, shedding his heavy parka and throwing it over 
Iris’s old rocking chair set up in the corner of the room. 


He was wearing a tight black sweater with a leather gun holster strapped around and over his 
defined chest and shoulders. He looked strong. Deadly. “But...” Barry protested, unconsciously 
wrapping an arm around his middle. “Then who did?” 


“Do you remember what was stolen, where these codes were left? Excuse me, what was allegedly 


stolen?” Len asked, beginning to pace in front of Barry’s bed, his black boots wearing tracks into 
the carpet. 
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Barry frowned, closing his eyes to recall the pictures of the file that his mind had taken when it 
was thrust in front of him in the interrogation room. “There was something at a particle physics 
lab,” Barry said slowly, “something from an ancient history museum...and...something from 
R&D at this big tech company.” 


“Not my work,” Leonard shrugged. “What would I need with an electron-powered sarcophagus 
that can shoot laser beams out of its ass? Really, Allen, do those sound like places I'd hit? Of 
course, if you’d bothered to read my file, you’d know that.” 

“Dude, I can’t believe you’re mad that I didn’t want to invade your privacy! They usually dig 
really deep for wanted---you know what, never mind. Do you have any idea who'd do this and 
then leave my name behind at the crime scene?” 


“Acquire any new stalkers lately?” Leonard asked wryly. 


“Snart, this is serious! And it involves you too, by the way! They’re dragging your name through 
the mud along with mine, and you’ve basically been forcibly assigned a fake M.O.” 


“Yes, because having the police thrown off of my actual trail is horribly detrimental to my 
criminal activity.” Leonard sighed, rubbing his short hair. “And I was being serious. Anything 


stranger than usual happening in the life of CSI Barry Allen?” 


“Nothing,” Barry said, shaking his head, “other than being dragged into questioning because of 
this bizarre thing. I wonder why...” he trailed off. 


“What?” Leonard pressed. “Anything could be important.” 


“No, it’s just...at each of the crime scenes, there was a huge...drawing, I guess...of a lightning 
bolt. At least that’s what it looked like to me.” 


“A lightning bolt,” Len repeated. “So we’re looking for Sparky the clown, Barry Allen’s number 
one superfan? Good to know,” He sighed, tapping a finger against his left temple. “Ill look into 
it. I don’t exactly have many friends, but I do have people who know things. Maybe they'll have 
heard of Sparky, as apparently he’s giving me a bad name.” 
Barry muttered something lowly, too quiet for Len to catch. 


“What was that?” Leonard pressed stepping closer. 


“...1’m sorry for nailing you with a pillow,” Barry grumbled, turning his face away as it flushed 
red. 
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“If you want me on your pillows, all you have to do is ask, kid,” Leonard said slyly, eyeing Barry’s 
bed suggestively. “Just let me know when those ribs heal.” 


Barry spluttered, face now burning. 

“Red’s a good color on you, Allen,” Snart observed, picking up the parka. 

“Get out!” Barry ordered, pointing to the window. 

With one last mocking wave, Leonard climbed back through the casing. 

“Barry?” Joe called, throwing open the door. “Are you okay? What the heck’s going on in here?” 
“Spider,” Barry said lamely, hiding his face in his hands. “Big one.” 

“Alright, tough guy, how about you try to not scare me half to death?” Joe shook his head, lowing 
his gun, which looked a little ridiculous next to his Superman-print pajama pants. “Your ribs 
okay? You need a half a pill? We still got a few left.” 

“No, thanks,” Barry said tiredly, smiling at Joe. “It’s not that bad.” 


“Okay, well...” Joe paused, looking over him, “good night, Bear.” 


“Night, Joe,” Barry nodded, crawling further into his bed and leveraging himself under the 
covers with a groan. Leonard Snart’s stupid smirk popped into his mind. 


His cheeks glowed tomato red. 


Chapter 8. Who's Afraid of the Dark 


He woke drenched in sweat, his heart hammering against his rib cage as he gasped for air. 

Just a dream. Just...just a dream. 

Still, he reached out to flick on the lamp on his bedside table. When he’d first moved in with Joe 
and Iris, he hadn’t had the courage to turn it off at all, even when the light kept him awake. He 


would rather be awake than in the dark. 


“Interesting,” a shadow said. 
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“What the heck?” Barry jumped, nearly rolling off the bed, just barely managing to catch himself 
by hooking an arm around the edge of the headboard. “Len, what in the hell?” Barry hissed. 


“We may have more in common than I thought, Barry,” Len said, only his voice 
sounded...strange. Like he was out of breath. 


“You...you're bleeding,” Barry said, eyes widening at the growing patch of blood visible on 
Leonard’s gray sweater. 


“It happens,” Len shrugged, but even his practiced stoic expression couldn’t hide a flicker of 
pain. 


“That doesn’t make me feel better!” Barry said, throwing his covers off and standing, carefully 
approaching Len at his position by the window. “Oh man, okay, pressure! Always apply 
pressure!” he repeated, eyes searching his room until they landed on an old t-shirt, which he 
grabbed and pressed to Len’s abdomen, causing the man to wince. “Okay, okay, you,” he jabbed 
a finger into Len’s shoulder, “go sit!” 


“You don’t have to be so bossy, Barry, I’m more than willing to climb into your bed,” Len said 
suggestively, practically collapsing into Barry’s sheets. 


“You would try and flirt while exsanguinating in my bedroom,” Barry said wryly, rolling his eyes 
as he considered his options. As quietly as he could manage, he rifled through his bathroom 
cabinets until he spotted the large brown bottle of hydrogen peroxide and a roll of gauze buried 
at the bottom of the meagre first aid kit. “Be honest, how bad is it?” Barry asked from the 
doorway, watching closely as Len stiffened. 

“I’ve had worse,” Len said darkly. “I just...needed an extra pair of hands for this one, and I’m not 
letting Mick near me when’s had twelve too many. Gets a little crazy with the idea of burning 
wounds shut. Not really my style.” 


“Take off your shirt,” Barry commanded. 


“Easy now, Allen, at least buy me a drink fi—“ he cut himself off as Barry set a glass of water 
from the tap on the nightstand. 


“I saw that coming a mile away,” Barry smirked. 
“A mile? You can see it come right here, if you want,” Len grinned. 


“Shut up,” Barry rasped, trying to fight down the sudden, overwhelming heat in his face. “And 
take off the damn shirt, would you?” 
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Len frowned, fingers caressing the hem of his sweater before slowly pulling it up, gasping softly 
with every ripple of his abdominal muscles. Barry helped pull gently as the fabric became stuck 
on the drying blood around the wound. 


“Snart,” Barry said, “did you get shot?” Barry stared at the wound, which he now noticed were 
two, an entry wound coupled with an exit in Len’s abdomen and back. His heart nearly stopped 
at the sight of the thick ropes of scars that wound around Leonard’s torso, but he quickly averted 
his gaze. It wasn’t any of his business. Everyone had scars of their own, in one way or another. 


“That’s an interesting question, Barry,” Len said, now pressing Barry’s old shirt against his bare 
skin. “Let me get back to you on that.” 


“What is that supposed to mean? You don’t know if someone shot you?” Barry asked, 
unscrewing the cap of the peroxide. “The good news is that it’s clotting. You can still move 
without passing out, so I’m going to make a dangerous assumption that it didn’t hit anything 
vital. You need better care than I can give you to see if you managed to tear anything in your 
intestines.” 


“My guts are fine,” Len smirked in his usual way, even as Barry dumped half the bottle on both 
wounds. “Dear old dad once kicked me so hard in the stomach that it punctured a hole, and let’s 
just say there’s no forgetting what that feels like.” 


Barry’s voice caught in his throat. What could anyone say to that? 


“As to your question,” Len continued. “I was hit with...something. It was all very strange. There I 
was, minding my own business in the Gisoneta diamond exhibit at the history museum—“ 


“Len,” Barry frowned, “it’s two in the morning.” 

“One can appreciate the aesthetic of diamonds at all hours of the day, Allen,” Len challenged, 
eyebrow quirking as Barry began to wrap the gauze around Len’s abdomen. “As I was saying, 
there I was, minding my own business, when this...bolt hit me.” 

“Bolt?” Barry questioned. “Like...electricity? But that wouldn’t cause a wound like this.” 

“Which is why I need to get back to you,” Len nodded. “I have the strangest feeling that the 
security tapes will no longer be available for viewing when the police are called to the scene, so I 


have to be very thorough while I have the chance.” 


“If Joe finds out I have anything to do with you, he’s going to kill me,” Barry sighed, rubbing his 
forearm over his sweaty forehead, fingertips stained red. 
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“But probably me first,” Len said, eyes sparkling. “And seeing as how he hasn’t managed, despite 
the fact that I’m in his house and trying my very best to sleep with and convert his son to the 
dark side, to catch me, I find myself unconcerned.” 


“You—“ Barry spluttered, cheeks flaring red again. 


“Barry, what were you dreaming about?” Leonard asked suddenly, wrapping a supportive arm 
around his middle. 


“What?” Barry asked, confused. 

“When I came in—“ 

“When you broke in,” Barry muttered. 

“you were...upset,” Len finished. “Do you get them often? Nightmares?” 

“Not often,” Barry sighed, wiping his fingers on the already-bloodied shirt. “But enough. 
Considering your...well, you, you probably already know what happened. Or, at least, what they 
say happened.” 

“They say your father murdered your mother,” Len said softly. 

“He didn’t,” Barry said firmly, noticing Len’s eyes widen in surprise. “I was there, and it wasn’t 
him. It’s just...no one believed me. They said I was traumatized, that it was too dark, that I 
couldn’t possibly have seen...” he sighed, unclenching his fingers, which had squeezed into fists. 
“But I did.” 

“Dark, huh?” Len said knowingly. “There are worse things.” 

“It’s stupid, but I can’t help how...how my brain reacts, the signals it sends the rest of me to 
panic and shut down...” Barry sighed again, looking down at his lap. “And so I...dream about it, 
sometimes. My memory is...very good. Too good. I hate it, at times, because you remember all 
the bad things so clearly.” A knowing expression overtook Len’s face. Considering his work, he 
probably had the same kind of memory that Barry did. 

“Being locked in that safe,” Len said, “did it remind you of that night?” 


Barry nodded jerkily. 


Len sighed, adjusting himself on the bed. He pushed over carefully, making room for Barry to 
slide in next to him, both of them sitting up against the headboard. 
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“You want to know what I’m afraid of?” Len said quietly. 
“T didn’t think you were afraid of anything,” Barry smiled. 


Len leaned his head in close, his lips centimeters from Barry’s ear. “My sister.” 


Chapter 9. Ghostbusters 


Barry startled as a heavy hand clamped down over his wrist when he tried to swing his legs over 


the side of the bed and to the floor. 


“Where you goin’?” Len slurred, blinking groggily up at Barry. 


“I have to go to work, Len,” Barry said patiently, pulling gently at his arm until Len released his 
tight hold. “If I don’t leave for the coffee line now, I'll be late. Again.” 


Len groaned noncommittally, and Barry could see his hands slide under the bed covers to prod 
at his wound. 


Barry considered him, a smirk forming even as he worried for the state of Len’s injury. “I’m 
starting to think you became a criminal just because you aren’t a morning person.” 


“And you are?” Len challenged, struggling to sit up against the headboard. 

“I’m a person who likes to be employed,” Barry shot back. He stood from the bed, hurriedly 
throwing his blood-crusted sleep shirt to the floor as he rifled through his closet, looking for an 
unwrinkled button up. 

“You have some scars of your own,” Len said. 

“I was a clumsy kid,” Barry sighed. 

“Was?” Len teased. 

“Shut up,” Barry grunted, finally spotting a dark green shirt buried in the back. He turned to 
throw open a dresser drawer, picking out a pair of dark pants and pulling them on over his 
boxers. “Listen, once I leave, there'll be no reason for Joe to come up here, so you can probably 


get away with resting for a few more hours. There’s aspirin in the bathroom, maybe a few of the 
pills left over from...” he trailed off. “Anyway, stay if you need to.” 
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“Barry,” Len said, watching with sharp eyes as Barry stuffed a few things into his messenger bag. 
“Barry,” he said again, catching his attention. 


“What?” Barry questioned, running a hand through his bed hair. 


“You know I’m not really here because I want to sleep with you, don’t you?” Len asked, 
monitoring Barry’s face. “I mean, sure, that would be fun, but it’s not what’s important. To me.” 


Barry’s eyes softened. “You think I don’t recognize a defense mechanism when I see one?” he 
said softly. “I know that’s not...I mean, you haven’t really been trying that hard,” he said, cheeks 
flushing. 


“Do you want me to try harder—“ 

“Go to hell, Len!” Barry rolled his eyes, slamming the door on his way out. 

The line was a mile long, as usual, but he was willing to wait if it meant his coffee would taste 
like something other than station tar. He honestly didn’t know how Joe and the other uniforms 
put up with it. They must have been made of stronger stuff. 

Things with Len were getting too complicated. 

“Can I scan you?” 

Barry blinked down at the man standing behind him in line. His eyes traveled from the beat up 
sneakers to the comic book t-shirt to the long hair and, finally, to the serious expression in the 
man’s eyes. “I’m sorry, what did you say?” he questioned, yawning widely. “I haven’t had my 
coffee yet,” he waved aimlessly at the significant crowd. “Scan?” 

“Right, sorry, sometimes my brain gets a little excited and forgets that it can’t say disconnected 
things to people who have no idea what I’m talking about. Cisco Ramon,” he held out a tanned 


hand for Barry to shake. 


“Umm,” Barry said, accepting the hand cautiously, noting the calluses on a few of his fingers and 
the top his palm. “Okay? Can I...help you?” 


“Wow, okay, I must seem like a crazy person, but, you know, hear me out. I’m a mechanical 
engineer by trade, but, I...I, ugh, have a little hobby on the side, you know, nothing too weird. 
Nothing too out there. Totally reasonable.” Cisco held up his wrist, where something that 


resembled a watch was lighting up like crazy. 


“Watch...design?” Barry questioned dumbly, eyes a little mesmerized by the show of colors. 
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“Ha! Ha ha...no,” Cisco laughed. “Though...considering the amount of...ah, wait, no, let’s not get 
off track here! This might sound a little strange, but I study...ugh...paranormal occurrences? For 
purely scientific reasons? You know, just as something to take the edge off the mundanity of 
life.” 


“Paranormal? As in ghosts?” Barry said, muddled brain still entirely unsure as to where this was 
going. But still not liking it. 


“Well, when you say it like that,” Cisco sighed. “Anyway, I built this thing for...fun. Stop giving 
me that eyebrow, dude. It detects changes in electromagnetic fields that indicate...ugh...” 


“Ghosts?” Barry said again, continuing to quirk his eyebrow. 


“I have a PhD, man, don’t look at me like that,” Cisco groaned. “But yes, okay, yes, ghosts. Or 
something like it. Could really be any number of things beyond our basic levels of perception. 
Whatever it’s detecting right now, it thinks there’s something going on with you, in particular. 
And something major, because it’s never shown such high readings before. Not even when I 
went into that old meat packing plant to check out rumors of sightings, and that was freaking 
creepy!” 


Barry frowned, thinking. He was normally the first one to jump at the sign of strange or unusual 
things happening in Central, so he didn’t really have the right to judge Cisco for sharing a similar 
fascination. But...ghosts? Really? 

“See!” Cisco gestured, as the pseudo-watch made a whirring noise and turned an ominous red. 


“How do I know it doesn’t do that for everyone?” Barry questioned curiously. 


Cisco pursed his lips and held out his wrist to the person behind them, and the watch went silent 
once again. 


“Fair point,” Barry shrugged. “So should I be calling a priest, or...?” 

“Ugh, no. Well, I mean, I know a few from my neighborhood if you need one, or we can swing by 
the cathedral, but it’s not a demonic kind of thing that I’m worried about. No, I was hoping you 
might come down to the lab one day so I can figure this out. I love me a good mystery, and ’m 


way too curious to stop now.” 


“Can we go in the Mystery Machine?” Barry teased, watching curiously as Cisco patted his 
various pockets until finding the one he was looking for, pulling out a crumpled business card. 


“Only if you bring the Scooby snacks,” Cisco grinned. “I didn’t catch your name, man?” 
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“Oh,” Barry said. “Barry. Barry Allen.” He looked down at the card Cisco handed him, eyes 
riveted to the logo in the corner. “Wait, you work at the Stellar Labs?” 


“The one and only,” Cisco sighed, cheeks reddening. “I know it’s got a bad rap from all those 
military experiments that used to be performed there, but it’s nothing like that now, I swear. Me 
and Caitlin and Dr. Wells are using our powers solely for good. And ghosts. On alternate 
Thursdays. Or, you know, more just me, because Caitlin doesn’t believe in ghosts and Dr. Wells 
doesn’t believe in fun.” 


There was only one person ahead of them in line as Barry fiddled with the card. “Ill think about 
it,” he said, sliding the card into his jacket. 


“I guess that’s a better answer than I usually get, which is people running in the opposite 
direction,” Cisco said wryly. 


“But if I do go,” Barry said, smiling at the way Cisco’s eyes lit up with hope, “can I...can I see the 
particle accelerator?” 


“Dude,” Cisco grinned. “You're a science guy?” 


“I’m a science guy,” Barry confirmed, unable to prevent himself from smiling back. “A...haunted 
science guy, apparently?” 


“The best kind,” Cisco nodded sagely. 


"Who you gonna' call?" Barry muttered under his breath, smiling at the cashier now that coffee 
was finally in his grasp. 


He glanced down at his watch. Ah. Late again. 


Chapter 10. The Boys Are Back In Town 


“I don’t trust it,” Len drawled, tossing Barry’s old magic eight ball up and down in his left hand 
as he reclined on Barry’s bed. 


“You don’t trust anything,” Barry said, pressing a polo shirt to his chest and eyeing it in the 
mirror. “You think I should wear something nicer? I don’t really know the protocol for meeting 
your science idol.” 


“Of course I don’t. And look at me now. Alive and well,” he paused, shaking the ball. “You’ve 
made the right choice,” he read robotically. “Well, I guess that settles it.” 
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“So helpful,” Barry rolled his eyes, hanging the shirt back in his closet. 


“T live to please,” Snart grinned, re-adjusting himself and failing to hide the flicker of pain as he 
moved. 


“Have you taken any aspirin today?” Barry questioned, crossing his arms as he turned to face the 
thief on his bed. “It’s been a few days, and I’ve noticed that all my pain pills are still there.” 


“Keeping tabs on my intake?” Snart quirked an eyebrow. 


“Concerned for your pain tolerance,” Barry corrected. “You...haven’t taken anything at all, have 
you? Doesn’t it...I mean...” 


Len shrugged. “I don’t like pills. Besides, a little pain never hurt anyone.” 
Barry frowned. 


“That was a joke, kid,” Len said. “Lighten up, you're acting like you’re the one who got speared 
with lightning.” 


“And youre acting like you didn’t!” Barry said accusatorily. 
“What do you want me to do? Cry about it?” Len said. 


“I want you to get better and stop aggravating your injury by climbing through my bedroom 
window every night.” 


“Romance is dead in the West-Allen household, I see,” Len muttered, tossing the eight ball onto 
the bed next to him. 


Barry uncrossed his arms as Len began to stand up. “I didn’t mean you had to leave, I just—“ 
“No, I know where I’m not wanted,” Len shook his head, running a hand over it. “I simply took 
advantage of your kindness when it was offered. After all, the last place any of my...competitors 
would look for me is at the house of Detective West.” 


“Len,” Barry said sternly. “Stop pretending you don’t like hanging out with me, you loser.” 


Len jerked back, affronted. He leaned down and picked up the eight ball again, shaking it. “You 
lose,” he read incredulously. 


Barry smirked in triumph. 
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“T still don’t think you should go to Stellar,” Len said suddenly, his voice dropping an octave. 
“The place is like a fortress. If anything happened—“ 


“Nothing’s gonna’ happen!” Barry said. “You should have seen the guy, he was the most 
harmless looking ghost hunter in Central City.” 


“Met many ghost hunters, have you?” Len said wryly. 
“You'd be surprised,” Barry muttered. “Science kids are weird.” 


“I’ve noticed,” Len deadpanned. “But come on, kid, you can’t honestly buy into that ridiculous 
story you were fed.” 


“And what possible ulterior motive would anyone have to get me to visit Stellar Labs, the...the 
toy store of my nerd dreams?” 


“I haven’t been able to come up with anything,” Len said, “but that doesn’t mean there isn’t one.” 
“That cynicism’s going to give you gray hair,” Barry said. “Oh, wait, you don’t have any.” 


“Come on, Barry! Ghosts? People don’t just say things like that! They don’t invite random 
strangers in random coffee shops to tour particle accelerators in exchange for sketchy body 
scans. It doesn’t happen!” 


“Look, Len, while I appreciate you looking out for me, there’s no way I’m going to miss the 
opportunity to see Stellar. I’ve heard so many amazing things about the technology there, about 
the research that they’re doing...how can I pass that up?” 


“Exactly! That’s exactly my problem! It’s more than too good to be true, it’s targeted. It’s exactly 
what someone like you would want. Would fall for,” Len huffed. “And I’ve heard about that 
research too, Barry. It’s not all sunshine and rainbows when it comes to labs that used to be run 
by the military. How do you know they aren’t still doing human experimentation?” 


“Because that’s even more ridiculous than ghosts,” Barry said. “Are you suggesting they’re trying 
to experiment on me?” 


A buzz and rattle had both of them looking towards Barry’s bedside table, where his phone was 
indicating getting a call from the station. Barry sighed. “You couldn’t tell your friends to stop 
doing the crime for one day?” 


“I don’t have friends,” Len said, holding up one finger, “and please don’t ever say ‘doing the 
crime’ ever again.” 
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Barry snorted before picking up his phone to answer the call. “This is Allen.” 


“Barry,” Eddie said, his voice its usual boisterous volume. “Sorry to call you in on your day off, 
but there’s a crime scene downtown that’s got your name on it. Things sure are busy today! 
They’ve got the entire department working on what feels like a crime wave.” 


Barry sighed. “Got it. Just have to finished getting dressed. Text me the directions?” 
“Sure thing!” Eddie said cheerfully. “So...umm...” 


“I’m fine, Eddie,” Barry said, filled with a fond exasperation. Eddie had been going overboard 
trying to make things up to him after being involved in that interrogation. Barry really couldn’t 
blame him. The evidence didn’t look too great in his favor. “What are we looking at?” 


“Jewelry store robbery. Nasty smash and grab, but with casualties. A quick surveillance review 
makes us think the Mardons are involved, and they’re never good news.” 


“Mardon?” Barry repeated, and Len’s eyes narrowed sharply. “How...how many casualties? Is 
Joe alright?” he asked, heart sinking. 


“...Five,” Eddie sighed. “Joe’s...he’s mad, but he’s channeling, you know. He always gets the job 
done. But, the...the medical examiner will have been through already before you get here, so—“ 


“So I just...deal with the aftermath. I know, Eddie. See you soon,” Barry sighed, hanging up. 


“Guess you won’t be going to Stellar then?” Len asked casually, pressing a gentle hand against 
his wounded side. 


“Guess not,” Barry said, smiling sadly. “Bet you’re happy about that, huh?” 


“It’s for the better,” Len reassured him. “You’d have probably woken up in an ice bath missing a 
kidney. Granted, I probably could have tracked it down for you, but this saves time and organ 
loss all around. But, I...I couldn’t help but overhear. The Mardons are back in town? Didn’t they 
just hit a bank last month?” 


“Must have already spent what they stole last time. I just don’t get it. How can they just...” Barry 
shook his head. He paused, eyes flitting sharply to Len’s uneasy stance. “Why, do you...do you 
know them? Professionally?” 


“Unfortunately,” Len said. “We never quite meshed, Mark and I. He and Clyde were always 
too...messy. Aggressive. Unrefined. Stubborn. Plebeian. Pick your adjective. We were not meant 
for partnerships of any kind, unless absolutely necessary.” 
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“They killed five people today,” Barry said lowly. “Probably for no reason, like always.” 

“T’ve killed people too, Barry,” Len said. “Did you forget?” 

A breath of silence. 

“Of course I didn’t forget. I think about it...probably more than I should, considering how much 
time we spend around each other. I guess I’m hoping...Do you regret it?” Barry asked softly. “Do 
you ever regret having done it?” 

“Most of the time, no,” Len said, absently pressing against his bandages. “I can’t afford to think 
about it. It’s a waste of time. It was just something that had to be done for the sake of the job. 
Another part of the plan. Never for the pleasure that the Mardon brothers seem to derive from 
it.” 

“Why do I hear a ‘but’ in there?” 

“But, now that you ve bargained with me to avoid it, I find myself...enjoying the plan more. It’s 
more challenging to pull off jobs without killing anyone. I think I like it better that way. Keeps 


me sharp.” 


Barry let out a little gust of a laugh. “How can I expect you to be honest with me when you can’t 
even be honest with yourself?” 


“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Len asked. 


“Nothing, Len,” Barry said, throwing on a jacket and slipping his department lanyard over his 
neck. “I assume you know your way out?” 


Len shook the eight ball. “Try again,” he read. He looked up at Barry. “You rigged this thing, 
didn’t you.” 


“Maybe it’s my ghost powers,” Barry laughed, sliding his feet into his shoes. 
Len frowned. “You? With powers? That’s the last thing I need.” 


The End 
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